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you. It's an odd privilege, half-agony and half-delight, to
see you so aglow with your own life that you can "say in
me "Your life?' as if the possibility of your confusing it
had never entered your mind. And to hear yo;i askine""my
advice as if you intended to take it—that's"good too." But
I'm in no condition," he added, looking into her face, "to
tell you whether you are Lewis's enemy."
But she would not cease to be serious. It was in her
mind that she was bringing disaster to Lewis.
"Why?" Ramsdell asked. "He has never done better
work than he is doing now. He has never been happier."
"That's the danger," she said.
"To be happy?"
"As he and I are now."
"You believe in fate and the jealousy of the gods?"
"It is happiness that compels belief in them."
"Because enchantments end?"
She nodded and echoed: "Because they end,"
"Or are assimilated," Ramsdell said quickly, and, paus-
ing again to watch the boat return from the island, she
replied:
"But ours can never be assimilated. On earth, Lewis and
I are opposed beings—anywhere but here. What would
happen to us, do you think, as man and wife?"
"It wouldn't be easy," he admitted.
"Impossible. Just a loyal, hopeless, loving lie—until we
could deceive ourselves no longer."
"Is that why you are afraid?" She nodded again, her
white teeth on her lip. "Is that what you were thinking
of when you said that your husband knew?"
"Did I say that? I meant—it is as if he knew. As if he
were here watching us, a ghost. Every letter I have from him
now seems to be beseeching me, to be saying that I am all
he has left in the world and beseeching me not to leave his
world empty. It's horrible. It's horrible because, though
I'm sorry for him and for the suffering he's going through,
I don't feel it in myself. It's as if he were writing to some
other woman and I were stooping over his shoulder,
reading her letter. He writes to me in English and,

